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tribe fell naturally into the role of leader and was given an
obedience based on economic and circumstantial necessity.
It is also true that the Indian idea of royalty changed funda/
mentally in its later development; divinity took the place of
instinctive consent; but from the very earliest tribal mam/
festations one person specially qualified was an essential part
of the national life. I shall suggest later that much that is in
the Aryan social system was absorbed from the Indus people
who estabkshed a surprisingly high civilisation at the mouth
of the Indus long before the Aryan invaders fought their way
south. Nevertheless, India has been royal at heart from the
very foundations of her memory.
Our sublimest delusion is that India is backward.   This
predicates, of course, that we are progressive.   If backwardness
and progress depend on the rate at which one can gobble up
vanities perhaps India does need our aid; but one cannot help
coming to the conclusion, even in an age when fat heifers at
Islington are more deeply prized than sonatas by Mozart,
that India's devotion to being good rather than to being clever
comes nearer the heart of a true civilisation.   Cleverness dies
on the tongue like a social pleasantry; goodness echoes round
the universe in an unextinguishable reality.   We in the West
are too busy to see that science without soul is like words
without meaning.  Religion, we say in the sweetness of our
superiority, has made cruel wars and vengeful divisions.
Light is what we need, not darkness; clarity, not mystery.
Practically all that science has done for a hundred years is to
mystify   It may have shown us that the pride of Sinus is
but the heavenly father of a bedroom candle, that Hampstead
Heath is the last slobbenngs of a glacier and not something
fashioned for fames to dance on.  It may even have convinced
us that a tub in a washhouse is only a tub in a washhouse
when it has around it that created uncreation which human
bangs call appearances; but I cannot see that such meritorious
achievements tell us anything beyond the fact that we are the
pagoda slaves of mystery; that God and not man rules the